Reverently 

| remember my past 

The road under the sunset shine 
Alone, those grey bricks 

The struggling soul 

Concealed by the smoothness of marble tiles. 
In the dark nights, further 
Buried questions 

Unanswered. 

Wails echoing in the darkness 
Pain dyed the stars in the sky. 


Merely 

| am sad, sometimes 

The stars in the night sky 
Accidentally, in my eyes. 

Their light seems to be the afterglow 
From my sadness 

My sadness in the old days. 


One was playing with a ball, 
And threw it into the sky. 


But what the sun reminded him of, 

Dazzled his eyes. 

He lowered his head, 

Watching the ball falling away to the ground. 
Only the grey wall remained in his sight. 
“Has anyone ever leaned on you and cried; 
Was a friend by his side, at that time?” 


Stones do not leave too many traces, 
But it was a lonely road. 


The person right next to some glass shard, 
Got comfort from the label on the glass bottle. 


A road traveled by one alone, 

Knew what’s inside the person. 

It’s just a pity that the road can’t speak, 
He didn’t get an answer from it. 


They can’t leave, 
So, they start to feel the dust around them. 


The texture of the plywood under the broken edges of the table, 
Or tear the corrugated cardboard one by one. 

Why not choose a pen without a refill? 

In case, in times of sadness, 

Watch the ink flow where you can’t touch. 

Are the lights in the hallway white or warm white? 


“Look! Look at the broken tiles!” 
—They told me, 
That’s a freedom. 


There was a person who wept when a branch broke; 
There was a person who was trying to move the table by five centimeters. 


There was a person who took advantage of the red light to tie his shoelaces; 
There was a person who thought about the clouds in the sky. 

There was a person who practised calligraphy; 

There was a person who sighed at the comment area. 

There was a person who complained about the stones on the road; 

There was a person who complained that a day is too short. 

There was a person who was hit by a meteorite; 

There was a person who cried when a branch broke. 


| flash with shame that lamps are the stars of the ancients. 
I'd rather just look at one, 


Then move my gaze to the darkness next to it. 
O man behind the lamp, 

Do you want to cry in front of me? 

Or just like me, 

Dodge the light. 

Glass and steel plates, 

Frightening me, 

They also blocked my crying breathing. 

The ancients, weren’t lucky to indulge them, 
They only have truly painful nights. 

But | should have been, 

Rushing forward and shouting. 

Look at the person in front, 

See whether he is crying. 


| want you to know all my life. 
The appearance of splashing water in the pool, 


The texture of the paper under the pen tip when writing. 
Where does the soil on hand come from? 

We lean together, 

Failed to avoid mud on the railing, 

But hum along with the phone's speaker. 

And then while looking at the clouds in the sky, 

| listen to your story. 


It's a can, 
Stays only deep in the fridge. 


Sometimes, 

| go to feel the skin of its aluminum and the paint. 
Suddenly, 

It explodes. 

It laughs with me. 

Later, with wave of hands, 

It closes the lid, 

Stays deep in my fridge. 


The glass in the shopping mall fails to catch my gaze, 
It falls into the warm-colored ceramic tiles on the ground. 


| shout at the tile, 

| don't even make a sound. 

But the stone shouldn't be a stone, 
Silent and unmoved. 

Whether it goes in the soil, 

| will cry out to it. 


You are willing to accompany me to go back and search, 
Stepping on the bricks I've walked on, 

That you press into the soil below. 

In between each grain of soil, 

The air compresses, 


Responding to my former shouting. 


You are warm and deep, 
Deep as honey. 


Dip it with your finger, sticky, 
But transparent and clear. 

The sun can pass through you, 
And it can shine on you, 
Golden light reflected. 

Or rustling grains, 

Just slide, 

Leave no trace, 

Fall on my hand. 


Raise your arm, 
And you can see your flesh. 


Look at the sun through the edges of your fingers, 
It's warm-colored light. 

Pinch yourself, 

It hurts, 

So you shout to the person in front of you— 
Look, look! 

Look at me, 

| am looking into your eyes. 

Then bow your head, 

Hold onto their arm, 

Facing away from the wind and sand, 
Cowering together in the corner. 


